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and when it has won the day, there are so many persons to be rewarded, that it is ungrateful still. The rank and file submit to this oblivion, but the captains turn against the new master who for so long has marched as their equal.
Christophe, the only person to remember what he had suffered, already reckoned himself as one of the chiefs of the Reformation by considering himself as one of its martyrs. Lecamus, the old wolf of trade, acute and clear-sighted, had guessed his son's secret thoughts; indeed, all his maneuvering was based on the very natural hesitancy that possessed the lad.
"Would not it be fine," he had said the day before to Babette, " to be the wife of a councilor to the Parlement; you would be addressed as madame."
" You are crazy, neighbor," said Lallier. " In the first place, where would you find ten thousand crowns a year in landed estate, which a councilor must show, and from whom could you purchase a connection? The Queen-mother and Regent would have to give all her mind to it to get your son into the Parlement; and he smells of the stake too strongly to be admitted.5'
" What would you give, now, to see your daughter a councilor's wife? "
" You want to sound the depth of my purse, you old fox!" exclaimed Lallier.
Councilor to the Parlement! The words distracted Chris-tophe's brain.
Long after the conference was over, one morning when Christophe sat gazing at the river, which reminded him of the scene that was the beginning of all this story, of the Prince de Conde, la Renaudie, and Chaudieu, of his journey to Blois, and of all he hoped for, the Syndic came to sit down by his son with ill-disguised glee under an affectation of solemnity.
" My boy," said he, " after what took place between you and the heads of the riot at Amboise, they owed you so much that your future might very well be cared for by the House of Navarre."
"Yes," replied Christophe.